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about half the size of a pod of green peas. These miniature
clusters are easily stripped off and separated. Then as the
mule men bring the harvest to the * platform' and the loaders
begin to pack the bunches away in neat vertical rows within
the cool confines of the car, young Constantino Mendoza
cagily removes his battered straw hat and tosses in a tiny
banana pod as each full size dripping bunch passes his watchful
eye. When the car is loaded, he scrambles out. Hat and
contents are then handed over without a word to the American
overseer or timekeeper, who dumps the pods out and counts
each one, thus arriving at the correct tally. Another practice
employed by those labourers able to write (Spanish, of course)
is to use a broken banana to mark a tally against one of the
slats of the car. The sap which exudes from this broken banana
looks like water at first, but within a few minutes turns white
as chalk and all that is necessary after the car is loaded is to
count the number of vertical strokes. Certain labourers and
contractors aspiring to the higher arts have found this banana
chalk method a dramatic and effective means of scrawling on
the sides of cars and locomotives winged words for posterity
as regards their feelings towards their overseers, North
Americans in general, the banana company they happen to
be working for, or perhaps even nothing more original than
the same soft of comments that we find decorating the
lavatories in our own railway stations. There is a great thrill
in riding up to some string of cars at a bananac platform' and
finding your own ancestry discussed (frequently with illus-
trations) in terms that send a glow through your sallow
cheeks!